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Rafa I saw Embry closing up, and flying higher than
I was; after that he closed up altogether and flew on
*ny right rear nearly all the way to Heliopolis. We
flew on together into the afternoon, and I could see
that the sun was getting perceptibly lower. The
landing ground at El Arish was covered with tailskid
marks. Two Vimys had forced-landed there recently,
and it looked as if they had been holding a sort of gym-
khana there, so faithfully does the salty sand reproduce
and hold the trace of what has happened.

I watched and watched the little white breakers on
the Mediterranean shore, which runs mostly in a gentle
curve, but with every few miles a miniature promontory
of sand. I scanned them with my field-glasses and I
would see the little waves draw in, turn over and gently
subside in milky foam, ripple forward again, pushing
the line of disappearing foam ahead till it dribbled
away on the beach and followed the recession of the
waves, sucked back under their followers. And toy
palm trees stood up out of the sand. I was beginning
to feel the strain of the long day's flying. Ballantyne,
I could see, was tired also, and when he was not flying,
would keep nodding off to sleep, and wake up with a
start when I asked him to write a message. I kept
looking at the thousand variegated shapes of the sand
dunes, little cliffs casting queerly patterned shadows,
holding palm groves in their shelter, the rest of the land
bare. I believe in places these cliffs are quite sheer and
perhaps 100 feet high. So descriptions of them and
their shadows tell me.

I had asked Mackenzie to supply us with tea "on the
bridge" about 4.30 p,m. Just after 4 p.m. as we were
approaching Kantara we had it. There seemed quite